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The 'Tragedy o/'Othello 


■ 


Defd . Who he l I thinke the Sub where he was borne, 
D rew all fuch humors from him. Enter Othello. 

F.vt. Looke where he comes. 

Def. Iwillnotlcauchimnow, 

L' t Csfsio be cald to him : how is it with you my Lord ? 

Gth. Well my good Lady : O hardnclfe to diflcmble : 
How doc you Defctomona? 

Def. Well, my good Lord. 

Oih, G iuc me your hand, this hand is moift my Lady. _ 

Def \ [iyethasfcdtnoage,norknovvncnoforrow„ 

' Oib. Tins argues fruitfulneffe and liberal! heart. 

Not hot and moift,thishand of yours requires 
A fequefter from liberty : falling and praying,' 

Much c alligation, txcrcife deuout ; 

For hccrc’s a young and fwettiog diuell here. 

That commonly rebels .* tis a good hand, 

Afrankeone. 

Def, You may indeed fay fo, 

For twas that hand thatgaue away ray heart. 

Otb, A libcrall hand, the hearts of old gaue hands. 

But our new herral dry is hands, not hcarcs. 

Def. I cannot fpeake of this,come,comc,your promife. 

Oth. What premife chucke ? 

Def. 1 haue fent to bid Cafsio come fpeake with you. 

Oth. 1 haue a fait and fullen rhume offends me. 

Lend me thy handkercher, 

Def. Here my Lord. 

Oth. That which I gaue you. 

Def. 1 haue it not about me. 

Oth. Not. ' 

Def. No faith my Lord. 

Oth . Thatsafauit: tharhandkcrchcr 
Did an Egyptian to my mother giue. 

She was a ctiarmer,andcould almott reade 
The thoughts ofpeople;fhe told her while (he kept it, 
T’would make her amiablc,and fubdue my father 
Imirely to her loue : But if Hie loft it, . , 


Or 


The iZMoore of Venice. 

wifely to her loue : But iffte l*ft it, 
n rnide a gift of it .• my fathers ey e 
ehould hold her lothely,and his fpirits mould hunt 
if tcr new fancies: ft»e dying, gaue it me. 

And hid me when my fate would haue me wiue, 
f® #iue it her ; I did fo,and take heede en\ 

u t ke it a darlingdike your pretious eye, 

Toloofc,or giuc’t away, were fuch perdiuon, 

Asnothiiic clfe could tnstch* ir 
Deft. 1’ft paflible? t tf . 

Oth. Tis true, there’s magicke in the we® of it, 

A Sybcll that had numbred in the world. 

The Sun to make two hundred compaiTcs, 

In her prophetique fury ,fo wed the worke ; 

The wormes were hallowed that did breed the hike. 

And it was died in Mummy,w itb the skilful! 

Conferue* of maidens he arts. 

Def, Ifauhi’ft true ? 

Oth. Moft veritable.therefore looke to’t well. 

Def. Then would to God,that I had neucr fecne it. 

Oth. Ha, wherefore? 

Def. Why doe you fpeake fo ftaitingly and rafhly. 

Oth. 1’ftloft? i'ft gone? fpeake, is it outo’theway? 

Def. Heauenbleffe vs. 

Oth. Say you? 

Def. It is not loft, but what and if it were ? 

Oth. Ha. 

Def. I fay it is not loft. 

Oth. F«ch’t,lct me fee it, 

Def. Why fo I can ftr,but I will not now, 

T»is is a cricke,to put me from my fnite, 

I pny lee Cafsie, be receiu’d againc. 

Oth. Fetch me that handkerchcr,my i»ind mifgiues. 

& e f Comc.come, you'll ucucr mecte a more fumcient va an. 

Otb. The handkercher. 

~ff I frsy talke me of Cnfiit. 

W The handKerchec. 
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